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A LITTLE BOOK OF THE VISION. 



It was always supposed that Boston had beeiir 
converted to the Christian reKgion in the begin- 
ning of the seventeenth century, say about 1629^ 
and I must confess that I came lately to ** Athens**' 
laboring under this unhappy delusion. But for a 
fortunate, yet apparently accidental occurrence, 
I might have remained up to this very hour not 
less ignorant on this point than the multitudes of 
my benighted fellow-men and compatriotic women, 
who daily grope their way through the thick dark- 
ness of Washington and State Streets. But 
thanks to the potent god of rest, and to a diviner 



A MIDSUMMER^S DAY-DREAM. 



Oneiros* than that sent forth by Jupiter, the- 
inner eye was opened while the outward slept ^ 
the trance was dissolved, the delusion departed 
forever, and I now gird up my loins and go fortb 
on the high mission to bless my brothers and sis- 
tera in Adam with the knowledge vouchsafed unto 
me. But let me detail this happy disenthralment 
of my senses from the Egyptian darkness of a de- 
kided brain. 

At midday, in midsummer, when the raging^ 
heat of the dog*star^ and the cold denials of the 
so-called charitable Christians in Boston, had at 
once frozen my heart and scorched up my brain^ 
I threw myself at the foot of a noble Doric col- 
umn of granite t, not far from the waters, and 
was soon lost to earthly scenes and impressions^ 
Suddenly a beautiful being seemed to approach 



*Joye bids an empty phantom rise to sight, 
And thus commands the yision of the night : 
Ply hence deluding dream. ♦ ♦ ♦ 
The phantom said, then vanished from the sighS- 
Resolres to air, and mixes with the night. 

tOoatomHottBe. 
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^me. Her pearly feet were shod with sandals, her 
«tep was airy and free, and as she came onward 
*with a sweet and majestic grace, you might al- 
most see the earth rejoicing which kissed her foot- 
steps. It was a glorious "preparation" to walk 
in, for Tier sandals were Peace. The way whence 
^lie came was still full of light ; for the shades 
parted and fled, receding on either hand, at her 
radvent, as the graceful and mighty keel on the 
ocean leaves an increasing and luminous pathway. 
I would not dishonor the fabled huntress ; but it 
-were doing violence to truth should I not say that 
tier step was not less free, but even more chaste 
^an that of the ardent yet icy Dian. She was 
•clad in the armor of light ; her quiver contained 
•Che gentle, but sharp and irresistible arrows that 
tier own hand had made ; for neither gods nor 
anen might be her artificers, falsehood retreated 
iiowling into the Cimmerian abodes whence the 
:a*bsence of Truth had for a period lured him forth 
to destroy the happiness and to blast the eternal 
tiopos of earth's inhabiters ; and all the works of 
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darkness were now visible in the rajs that beamed 
on all sides from her terrible grace. A maiden, 
she was yet more fearful to the evil angels and U 
depraved men than an army with banners. Policy 
and Party, though sustained by the treasures, th( 
forces, and the learning of wise men and kings 
were discomfited in a moment by a single glanc( 
from the mild, clear, and calm vision of this nn 
spotted damsel. In amazement, I beheld a simpL 
and untauglit virgin returning triumphant fron 
the battle with all the combined thrones, domina 
tions and princedoms of hell, whom she had drivei 
back, shrieking, over the battlements that the^ 
vain -gloriously were attempting to scale. Deepe: 
into the fathomless abyss, this child of heaven ha( 
driven vSatan and his angels, and yet she stoo( 
•before me with a brow unruffled, and not one fol( 
of her silver tunic was displaced. The very gar 
Client was glad which encircled her purity, an( 
the bosom that lived beneath it owed no singh 
palpitation to the recent conflict, but heaved witi 
the modest yet confident hope, nay, certainty o 
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Tictories now soon to be won. A great city, and 
a nation, and a world, were to be conquered by 
Love and by Light, and before me was the imper- 
sonation of both. Cinctured with her own snowy 
girdle, which outshone the cestus of the fabled 
goddess of beauty and love, as the moon, in the 
silence of her majestic calmness, subdues and 
reigns over the vainly twinkling and spangled 
stars, a diviner radiance beamed forth from every 
movement, and lived in each goodly and gracious 
feature. My eyes had been cast down upon the 
ground. Ravished with the perfect and subduing 
beauty of her figure and her footsteps, I had not 
lifted them up to her countenance. But there 
was no fear in the atmosphere of her presence ; 

and with the confidence of a little child. I looked 
upward into the face of one whose very gait was 
the action of benevolence. Immortal youth sat 
enthroned on the placid brow, and the untroubled 
consciousness of innocence was nestling in her 
bosom, like a sweet infant on its mother's breast. 
A sorrowful, but not reproachful light was in the 
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tranquil eye, and the smile of hope lighted up the 
perfect features of this angelic presence. She 

opened her lips, 

" And never yet 
Did any mortal mixture of earthed mould 
Breathe such divine, enchanting ravishment ; 
For such a sacred and homefelt delight, 
Such sober certainty of waking bliss 
I never heard till now." 

She spake : — My name is Truth. My dwelling is 

Amid Hesperian gardens, on whose banks, 
Bedewed wiih nectar and celestial drops. 
Eternal roses grow, and hyacinths 
And fruits of golden rind, on whose fair hue 
The scaly-harnessed dragon ever keeps 
His unenchanted eye ; and round the verge 
And sacred limits of the blissful isle 
The jealous Oc*^an, that old river, winds 
His far extended arms, till, with steep fall. 
Half his vast flow the wide Atlantic fills. 
And half the slow, unfathomed Stygian pool. 

From that home to which I desire to return,* I 
am sent to guide thy feet into the one eternal way 
which must lead thee at length to stand before the 
throne of the Most High. Be no longer a bond- 
slave to the delusions of the senses, but awake 

* Vegno di loco eve tornar dislc. 
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from the sleep that enshrouds the dead living and 
the living dead* of this huge congregation of 
created men, and listen to the celestial teachings 
of a diviner philosophy. Ask of me, for thou 
doubtest, and the voice of the Eternal, through 
me, shall enlighten thy darkness. She smiled 
upon me with complacent benignity and was si- 
lent. 

Divine daughter of God, 1 answered, I would 
fain listen ; why should I vainly interrupt the 
flowing music of that eloquence, whose fountain is 
by the rivers of God ? 

"For somethiDg holy lodges in that heart, 
And with these raptures moves the vocal air, 
To testify his hidden residence." 

But tell me, is this not, as I have long heard, as 
I was early taught and have daily believed — is it 
not, indeed, a Christian city; and is it not the 



* Donbtles*, when the Divine Master Eaid, " Let the dead bury 
their dead,*' the meaning was, there are living dead to bury the 
dead dead, and there is even a higher aad holier daty than to bury 
« father. Tet what can be a sti onger pr< of of piety, in oar accept- 
ation, than filial reverence for the morttl n mains of a parent. 
The teaching then is, that active Christian duty demands of us an 
absolate self sacrifice. This is to <• take up thy Cross and follow me.*^ 
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column of some Church of Jesus of Nazareth, by 
which I am reclining? Else what mean these 
noble and enduring pillars of Doric granite, and 
this lofty and vaulted dome admitting the divine 
light directly from heaven? Whence else the 
crowd of earnest and thoughtful worshippers, that 
press eagerly to the gates of the temple and cross 
the sacred threshold ? 

I ceased, and the divine benevolence of Truth 
replied : 

Be not deceived, my son, nor let this anxious 
throng of worshippers lead thee into error. Here 
is the chief Temple of the great and chiefest di- 
vinity of the slumbering city. Men always love 
and sacrifice to their religion. Hence this chosen 
site, those broad portals, this airy position, and 
these noble proportions. 'Tis the great Temple 
of Mammon. Six of the periods marked out by 
the revolutions cf the king of day, are faithfully 
devoted by the worshippers, who, from all the 
marts of far distant nations, enter by these lofty 
gates, and lay even more than the tithes, yea 
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twenty* of every hundred on these groaning altars. 

Mammon leads them on. Here is the great god 

of Shawmut's idolatry. She believes him to be 

Mammon ; but the image is in truth a portion of 

tlie limbs of Baal, that master of Flies, whom the 

prophet hewed some time to pieces, joined to the 

stump of Dagon, idol of the Philistines, who 

** In his own temple on the grunsel edge, 
Fell flat and shamed his worshippers." 

Be not deluded by the false reports of strangers, 
nor let the dreaming votaries for an instant de- 
ceive thee. This great city has never yet been 
converted to the son of the Highest. Baal and 
Dagon she adores for Mammon. 

The religion of the Crucified is not even written 

on her banners, but as of old, 

Ense petit placidam sub libertate quietem, 
she still seeks justice by the sword, and the bal- 
ance of the violent and defrauding Brennus is still 
the standard of her golden estimates. There was 
an angel in heaven, overlooked in a once glorious 

* Tvrenty per cent, ad y&lorem. 
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crowd, who even there was hidden and unobserved 
through baseness. It was this god : 

** Mammon, the least erected spirit that fell 

From Heaven ; for ev*n in Heaven his looks ant^thoaghts 

Were always downward bent, admiring more 

The riches of Ileaven^a pavement, trodden gold, 

Than ftu(»ht divine or lioly." 

When tlic bad angels were cast out, ho was lost 
in tlie crowd, and heaven rejected bim that it 
miglit not 1)0 less beautiful.* Profound bell 
spued him out of her mouth, and cast him over 
the wall as a lulcewarm creature, and lo ! the 
earth alone, balanced between the celestial and 
the infernal, hath caught and received him, cher- 
ishes him and makes him her god ; and now the 
voice is everywhere, but a silent voice, great is 
Manmion among mortals The empire of Nep- 
tune, who liokls the lioafheu trident, is hard by 
his Temple; behold it there upon the waters; yet 
alas I the brother of Jove has now become but a 
bondslave to the omnipotent Mammon. For bim 
the canvas whitens ocean ; for his worship the 



* " C icciarli i ck-l per non e?ser men belli, 
Nv lo jjiu'o.iuo iijfun o li ricevf." 
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deadly pestilence of the shores and the rivers of 
Afric is nobly braved ; for his altars, burning 
deserts* offer no hindrances to the persevering 
and energetic marches of his matchless band of 
resolute and zealous followers. Enter, mortal, 
and behold the glory of the great idol of Shaw- 

mut; her tutelar guardian and divinity. 

She ceased, and bade me follow her, till I stood 
under the lofty gateway. 

Here I beheld votaries from every clime, and 
wondered, within myself, at the unanimity of the 
worshippers. What idle fantasy had conjured up 
that strange and almost unmeaning fiction, that 
these devotees of the god of silver and gold were 
indeed servants of the Cross. Scarcely did a ship 
touch these shores, ere the swarthy, eager master, 
whose visage brought home the impress of the 



* "In si'icnt horror o*er the bouudless waste 
The driver Hassan with his camels passed — 
Curat be the gold and silver li^fhch persuade 
Weak men to follow far fatiguing trade ; 
Tlie lily peace outsliines the silver store, 
And life is dearer than the prolden ore, 
Tit money tempts us o'er the deseit brown 
To every distant mart and wealthy town." 
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fiery and the frozen zone, whose ardent devotion 
to his religion was sincere and glowing by night 
and by day, before men and in solitude, wended 
his way, in company with the softer citizen, to 
take and to renew vows, no matter how false or 
how true, in the temple of the heaven-rejected 
and hell-spurned divinity. It was not a question 
of truth ; it was a question of dollars. This ef- 
feminate citizen would oftentimes approach the 
temple in the guise of one recently arrived from 
that great metropolis of mental and bodily imbe- 
cility, which stands in Gaul, the corrupter of 
nations ; a destroyer of youth and the pestilent 
Cloaca of Europe. Hence the air perfumed by 
his feminine locks, and the mincing of his fash- 
ionable gait contrasted strangely with the free, 
and wide and sailor-like stride of the bronzed 
worshipper at his side. Both were devout, but 
the one was such a devotee as the wise sage of 
the East pointed out to his son, saying, *'Mj 

child, when thou forgettest Allah and the Prophet, 
thou shalt come to that/* for to the eye of Alco- 
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ran's son, a beardless thing, with brushes upon 
its visage, seemed not a living man, but a fabri- 
cation. Yet, though the masculine gender seemed 
to be the birthright of his swarthy comrade, 
while the noun neuter left the beholders enveloped 
in doubt, still there was one book of prayer com- 
mon to them both ; it was not the brief prayer* 
of Agur, that was inscribed on their portly tomes, 
for intense and persevering were the supplica- 
tions, and therefore strong and weighty are the 
volumest of devotion. The prayer was written 
within and without, and ! how fervently was it 
enunciated in the temple, how ardently prayed in 
the closet. 

**Give me riches, give me riches, and re- 
move poverty far from thy servant, thou adora- 
ble and only worthy of worship, Mammon, my god, 
the god of my fathers, and the god of my country, 
the land which I love because of the wide and free 
toleration which she everywhere grants to thy 
worship. Blessed for ever be the god of the land, 
and the * main chance,' and the golden chain of 

* Give me neither poverty nor riches. t Ledgers. 
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this thriving Union. Increase and bless the an- 
gels of Famine, but stay the pestilence which de- 
stroys the machines for the mastication and con- 
sumption of food, lest the full granaries of thy 
servant bring less gold into his coffers. Stay the 
pestilence which destroys those bodies that I would 
fain clothe, for thou knowest my charity, at a fair 
compensation. Let the ragged be well clad, for 
my heart is turned within me to see so many of 
thy children ill-covered, when I have many goods* 
of this land laid up in my warehouses, hard by 
thy temple, to sell. And 0, cause the caterpillar 
to eat up the snow-white fibre of the South ; for 
large are my stores, and many, yea thousands, of 
the bales are put into thy chapels, (for I have 
been generous to thee, my god, ) yea, locked up 
in my stores, at a low price, and yet cotton shall 
never be refused to the naked, at a fair consider- 
ation. When my ships have all reached the 
starving isle of Erin, let the tempests overwhelm 
and the hungry ocean devour the barks of my 
neighbors that carry corn for the famine." 

* DomeiUc Cottons. 
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So prayed the soft Amorico-Parisian, and the 
sailor-clerk by his side uttered a devout, sonorous, 
and hearty amen. They entered the temple, and 
Yfith a noble spirit of self-sacrifice to the cause, 
laid an untrue manifest, and left a false oath on 
the altar. 

My heart was touched to behold a devotion so 
intense, that it buried self in oblivion ; for here, 
conscience, honor, patriotism, and the nominal 
Christian faith, which these two men called their 
best possession, were all sacrificed to the great 
god of their country. How hard it must be for 
honorable patriots to defraud the revenues! I 
was satisfied that his worship was based on strong 
foundations — that his endurance should be co- 
equal with time — his dominion co-extensive with 
the world. A few such worshippers would uphold 
any religion and any gods. How much more him 
whom a nation almost unanimously idolizes ! 

But Truth whispered gently in my ear, " Soul, 
thou hast much goods laid up for many years; 
take thine ease — eat, drink, and be merry. But 
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God said unto him : thou fool, this night thy soul 
shall bo required of thee. And the rich man lifted 
np his eyes inhell, being in torments. The Lord 
of hosts hath taken counsel against Tyre, the 
crowning city, whose merchants are princes — 
whose traffickers are the honorable of the eartli.*' 
So saying, and while she yet spake, and tlie 
words from heaven were still ringing with mourn- 
ful significance in my ears, as I meditated on the 
necessary exclusion from Paradise of multitudes 
who in this world rob God of His tithes, and stea^ 
from Ilim and His poor *'the silver and the gold 
which are mine, saith the Lord of hosts,*' >ve 
passed onward, the glorious maiden leading the 
way, and I, with downcast visage, striving to walk 
in her footsteps. But they left no mark upon the 
ear til. although the beautiful damsel went right 
before me, and I strained my vision in the vain 
endeavor to discover her impress. She saw, for 
she turned benignantly ; she glided to my side, 
and, heavenly condescension ! she took my hand 
within her own snowy fingers, and a thrill of in- 
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expressible delight instantaneously pervaded my 
frame. I was a new creature ; I was set at lib- 
erty. She said, **ir the truth shall make you 
free, you sliall be free indeed;" and when I 
opened my lips in answer, to my astonishment and 

joy, not words, but my inmost thoughts, re- 
ceived their true expression, and came fresh and 
glowing fronj the tongue. These thoughts, trans- 
formed, were now as glorious as the sunny-winged 
insect that, born of tiie loathsome caterpillar, is 
yet, by rays of kindness, ushered, peerless, from 
his hiding-place. I spake, and my words became 
as they that have wings ; they mounted up to 
heaveu ; they were like the lark which sings her 
orisons before the throne of God : they went forth 
among men ; they discomfited the wicked ; they 
silenced the lukewarm ; they vexed the indifTer- 
cnt ; they rejoiced the upright, and comforted the 
mourners. They had no resting-place, and needed 
no rest, but went forth to and fro above the wa- 
ters of bitterness and contention, and beneath 
their flight the floods were assuaged, the billows 



1 
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smiled, ocean was glad, and the gladness was re* 
fleeted from earth to heaven. 

Whence these new and potent sounds? I said 
to my leader. If the heart be right, she replied, 
man is almost omnipotent with his fellows, either 
to punish or to comfort. If man be true to him- 
self, his eye glances like the vivid and piercing 
lightning, quite through the falsehood of other 
men, and in vain are snares spread before him : 

Integer vitfe scelerisque purus 
Non eget Mauris jaculis, neque arcu 
Nee venenatis gravida sagittis, 
Fusee, pharetra. 

"If ye be followers of that which is right, who 
can harm you ? Out of the abundance of the heart 
the mouth speaketh," and if the fountain be sweet 
and pure, the overflowing streams can be neither 
turbid nor bitter. When the lips of the prophet 
were touched by the live coal from the altar, his 
iniquity was taken away, and his sin purged. So 
do I now touch thee, my son, and thou shalt go 
forth among thy fellows, often solitary, but never 
alone, endowed with a simple and irresistible, but 
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to the double-minded, who can not behold mc, an 
incomprehensible and wonderful power. They 
shall bow before thee, and be astonished within 
themselves at thy peaceful and sacred victories. 

So spake the damsel, and I received consola- 
tion. 

Meanwhile, the beautiful enemy of Falsehood 
ceased not to go forward while she spake, and we 
passed in silence the temple* of Ceres, whose pil- 
lars, for I saw not plainly, seemed to be partly 
Eolic and partly Doric, while the rest of the longi- 
tudinal building was apparently of no order in 
architecture. As we went by, I observed that the 
worshippers had begun to retire ; for their devo- 
tion is here more exact in the morning than at 
noonday, and besides, Truth informed me that it 
was customary to hold a daily private sacrificef to 
Ceres, and in not a few places to Bacchus also,, 
who were the chief Lares or Penates of the city. 
This sacrifice was usually made at two or three 
hours after meridian, and it was evident that most 
of the worshippers in the Long Temple had now 



* Market House. t Dinner. 
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retired to their private devotions. I had a d(K 
mestic glimpse, for the windows were all open, of 
many a portly man and woman,* whose prepara- 
tions were scientifically conscientious, and whose* 
devotion was ardent. It was plain that the em- 
pire of Ceres was firmly rooted, and it might be- 
doubted whether Bacchus himself would not be 
ahle to defend his temple and his ancient rites,, 
especially amid the sacred privacy of the Penates, 
against the fiercest assaults of his bitter and un- 
compromising opponents. Truth told me in a 
whisper that there was reason to fear this from 

several opposing causes ; for the empire of the 
god of Carousals being firmly seated these many 
ages among men, he possessed a wonderful strength 
from the old prestige; for such, said Truth, is the- 
absurd way in which the city has pressed that 
Gallic word for a juggle into her service, to mean 
a prescriptive right or popular pre-favor. The^ 
enemies of Bacchus are, as a body of cavalry, so 
ill-mounted, and ride their horses, which are- 

* Cooks. 
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sometimes called Hobbies, so hard, that, in charg- 
ing upon the enemy, they not unfrequently inflict 
43evere wounds upon their friends. They have 
■also contributed to drive Christianity out of the 
city ; for thou rememberest, my son, that in the 
most Holy Sacrament of the religion of Nazareth, 
the same great Teacher who came eating and 
drinking, as His Forerunner did not, and who was 
therefore called ''a gluttonous man and a wine- 
bibber/' took the cup which had occupied its usual 
place in the previous Feast of the Passover, and 
said, " Drink ye all of it.*' But these well-dis- 
«iplined Hobby-horsemen, like true and effective 
fioldiers, can seo only one battlement on the wall 
of the city of Satan, and all their charges are 
made against its defenders, and the whole force 
of their battering rams is directed against this 
4Siingle breastwork. In the meanwhile, such is the 
«ad perversity of man, and so thick the veil of 
falsehood over his vision that not a few good friends 
of the divine religion, yea some of her chosen 
priestliood, forget the precept of that great Cap- 
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tain, wlio ** fought the good fight, finished his 
course, and kept the faith," namely : '* It is good 
neither to eat flesh, nor to drink wine, nor any 
thing whereby thy brother stumbleth, or is offend- 
ed, or is made weak." Upon the whole, there- 
fore, it is a doubtful question whether Bacchus 
will be driven out ; yet his worship is far less 
popular and public than of old, and he has not in 
Shawmut, as he has in Bremen and Heidelberg, 
either a famous temple where wine casks are 
named after apostles, or where an ocean of his 
liquor of libation floats Avithin gigantic staves. 
He is also much more closely associated with the 
Devil and Cain than in the time of the ancient 
Greeks and primitive Christians, as thou mayest 
here behold. Slic extended her hand and re- 
moved the roofs and tlie side walls from a hand- 
some building^'S remote from Ceres and near the 
Temple of Justice, whieli we passed, and showed 
me the interior. Behind its grey Corinthian pil- 
lars, I beheld the speech-making head of the * 



* Tlie Revere House Hotel. 
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liard-handed and laborious mcn,^ declaring that 
'"the cause of good morals would be in this tem- 
f)le sustained !" when lo ! at the same moment I 
lieheld Bacchus laughing and Satan himself re- 
joicing in the privacy of the beautiful cells over 
fiotent goblets of pure waters of Holland, Ja- 
maica, and Oporto. A little farther on, I saw 
*he spirit of Cain, side by side with Bacchus, and 
into the chalices he quietly dropped little powders, 
csuch as aconite, sugar of lead, and deadly night 
shade. The multitudes of the young men quaffed 
their death unconsciously, and having thus sport- 
«ed with their lives, sat bravely down to sport 
;away their fortunes. Night drew on. 

Sick with tlie sorrow of such a scene, I entreat- 
«od the Daughter of Heaven to convey me back, 
that I might no longer behold the strong young 
men sacrificing their energies and their intellect, 
^is well as their immortal hopes, to so foul and de- 
<5citful a trio as Bacchus, and Satan and Cain. 
Stay a moment ; thou must see it all, she cried. 
<3 o in there, where by the divine decree I am for- 

* PreBident of the Mechanics' Society. 
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bidden to enter, lest this snowy girdle, by which 
I walk among mortals, contract some foulness and 
exclude me, no longer unspotted, from the pres- 
ence of God. I obeyed, and entered what at first 
seemed an innocent abode, goodly and fair, and of 
chaste proportions. But Truth had covered my 
face with a bandage, which was now to be re- 
moved, and I found that my eyes had been first 
anointed by her hand. The goodly halls became 
charnel houses ; the couches of luxury, which had 
been dedicated to that deceitful half-hyena and 
half- syren, whom the men of falsehood had named 
goddess of beauty and love, changed in the twink- 
ling of an eye into coffins and sarcophagi ; the 
rooms were noisome sepulchres, and as I fled in 
agony, a voice behind me cried out, ** None that 
go unto her return again, neither take they hold 
of the paths of life." Truth caught me by the 
hand and cried. Thou art the first mortal who 
hath so escaped, '*for her house inclineth unto 
death, and her paths unto the dead." And I 
saw the long line of the tombs of the daughters 
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^vho had forsaken the guide of their youth, and 
forgotten the covenant of their God. It was 
written upon them, '* These were once blooming, 
beautiful, unspotted ; but alas ! These all died 
young." Pietta mi vlnse, sorrow conquered me, 
and Truth shed bitter tears, for the maidens were 
once as herself, and they had been made by the 
Most High for a band of the angels. But here 
one foul spot had generated a pestilent gangrene, 
and tliey sank to the earth uncared for, and for- 
gotten, 

"Unhouseled, disappointed, unaneled.'* 

And yet, strange to tell, as we departed, weeping, 
there was the sound of dancing and of joy. Then 
Truth refrained herself, and said, ** The harp and 
the viol, tlie tabret and pipe, and wine are in their 
feasts ; therefore hell hath enlarged herself, and 
opened her mouth without measure, and their 
glory, and their pomp, and their multitude, and 
he that rejoiceth, shall descend into it." Let us 
hasten away from scenes where Hope can not 
come. 

That shapeless, unarcliitectural mass before us 



28 A MIDSUMMER^S DAY-DREAM. 

18 the Hall* of Liberty, she said, and its glory i» 
in all lands. The infant Liberty was born, anci 
nursed, and cradled here by stont old Indcpci** 
donee and his matronly help -meet, whose maidci> 
name was Trial, and who is now called Industry. 
And many of their children from age to ago have- 
hero assembled and rejoiced in their patriotic- 
simplicity, l^ut of late the old hall has been 
sadly desecrated, and I do not love it so well, nor 
(^ome hither so oft, as of old. Scarcely one of the 
fathers but knew me, and I loved many among: 
them, and dwelt among them as a beloved daugh^ 
tor ; but my countenance is strange to many 
modern fatherst, and when they speak here, cyen 
though 1 pass ilirectly before their faces, yet they 
see me n(»t, nr if they ever knew me, have for- 
gotten to recognize mc before men. One old mant 
eloquent, cimujs here seldom, but when he enter?,. 
I always love to sit by his side. Alas I under 
tlie weight of fourscore years, his voice will sooi> 



* Faneull Hall. t Webster Compromisers. 
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f>e silent, and bis unspotted life will be transferred 
to tbe halls of Clio. Wbo sball follow bim? 
Wbo shall arouse the nation in the Forum and in 
the Senate House, and from tbe seat of the Chief 
Ruler, to her promised but forgotten career of 
liberty, justice, simplicity, and peace ? 

The long theme yet occupied our thoughts even 
after the newly risen day. Then onward still we 
went, and passed rapidly through crowds of ear- 
nest men, some of whom I had seen before in 
Mammon's temple, others retiring from the halls 
of Ceres, and from their private devotions. Never 
ts^ere mortals more or more constantly devout than 
these, for they were now preparing to pay their 
fervent adorations to Plutus,* god of riches, and 
here again was witnessed the holocaust of all vir- 
itaes, yea, even of common honesty, upon his 
foeautiful golden altar, that was built there be- 
aujath the tall and well-adorned Corinthian pilas- 
ters. The thieving god was not far off, and he 
taught persuasive strains of eloquence to men 
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who were scJulous pupils. Sec, said my Mentor, 

They sell for cities, swamps and ragged rocks, 
And nuke the worse appear the better stocks. 

The cap-winged god, with the talaria on his feet, 
brouglit them little white sealed messages from 
the inner adyta of liis temple,* and when he 
touched some sluggish devotees with his wand, 
you might behold strange transformations. "AlasI" 
<.-ried ono, '* ten thousand oboli have I lost on the 
iron way wliich leads to the chief city of fabrics." 
'* Silence," cried another : ** the famine is likely 
to ccaso, and my storehouses are groaning with 
wheat " It was a sad Babel, and I begged the 
heavenly conductress to lead me away from the 
grumbling and rejoicing madmen, for whom some 
j)itying hospital for the insane were better pro- 
vided. True, my son, let us depart from these, 
lest our feet also stumble, for this inane folly is 
contagious, and many shall remember with sor- 
row, *' They that make haste to be rich fall into 
a snare;*' and many wonder and can not compre- 
hend that it remains the inevitable fiat of Jeho- 



* Post Office and Exchange were in one building in Boston 
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vah, *' Riches take to themselves Avings and fly 
away;" and so trusting in uncertain riches they 
shall be pierced by many sorrows. All these Plu- 
tus deceives ; and though old and haggard, de- 
crepid and shaken with the palsy, they still bow 
to the golden calf, clutch their silver idols, and 
cry, '* Deliver us, for ye are our gods." They lay 
up no treasure where **moth and rust corrupteth 
not," and therefore they are of the earth, and 
cleaving to it, upon their belly they go and eat 
the serpent's meat. 

We came to the High Court of Justice, and 
while she balanced her scales, we beheld that the 
family feuds and quarrels among men had their 
origin with Plutus or Mammon. Great sacks of 
gold and silver were heaped up in the corners. 
Truth touched them with her immortal wand, and 
I saw bones of contention, and bags of dust and 
ashes. I waved my hand in despair, and cried. 
Away, onward. 

Wings grew to my shoulders, and I saw the 
virgin fitting on her own starry pinions. We 
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mounted above the smoke and din of this dim spot 

whic'li men call earth, and in & few moments, hay- 
• 

ijig crossed the sheet of waters, we beheld a tem- 
ple^' standing amid fair, green fields, and shady 
walks among the fine old elms, and I cried, re- 
joicing, Behold my early home, for here I learned 
lessons of wisdom. I sought the tomes of learn- 
ing in their dear, snug old niches, and looked for 
the venerated old Fathers of the school of the 
prophets. All were gone. The redolence of an- 
ti(|uit3' had given Avay to the fumes of the sym- 
posium,!* and the nourishment for the intellect 
was displaced by solids for the perishable man. 
Look through this window, said my guide. That 
is a temple indeed, I cried, yea, a Gothic Cathe- 
dral.;:; Here Christ is verily worshipped. 

She raised tlie deceitful crystal, and I saw that 
the spirit of Falsehood had been here also, to hew 
And polish those buttresses of strength, while the 
temple itself, that was supported, was rough, 

* Harvard University at Cambridge. 
^ Tlie old Library was changed into a Dining IlaU. 

^ Library. 
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strong and unhewn. when, I cried, will sages 
grow wise ? She could not but smile, nay, she 
laughed outright, and yet there was sorrow in her 
mirth as she replied, 'Tis Minerva's temple ; the 
old heathen Philosophy and the dishonored be- 
cause unprofitable handmaid Reason, whom God 
rejected at the lifting up of the Cross, are still 
worshipped here and adored. Faith has here lit- 
tle place, and that the temple may be yet more 
visible, the heads of the School of tlie Prophets 
and the masters of houses, and the teachers of the 
Transcending,* Ethereal, Spiritual, and Progres- 
sive Theology, consistently purpose to stain it 
with a fresh, deep and beautiful green, leading the 
raptured thought from the mobile and fickle hues 
of the overarching forest, waving in the silence of 
majesty, to the co-colored features of that philos- 
ophy, without mystery, and soon to be without 
miracle, which is here taught to the future teach- 
ers of the children. They, like their fathers, are 
still to be tossed about with every wind of doc- 

* Tran«'cende''ta'*sm was uppermost then. I do not know 
whither " Progress" has led old Harvard now ; the end is Infidelity. 
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trine, until they reach that broad ocean, for whieb 
he of Geneva unconsciously filled his sails. Ah ! 
he would but launch his stout bark, built of 
sternest stuif, on that placid lake, putting forth, 
even then unwillingly, and, as he proclaimed to 

princes, hut for a season, without authority and 
unofficered. But the die was cast. His pupila 
went before him. The boundless and murky sea 
of Unbelief was ahead ; tlie winds beat and the 
storms raged, and onward they were driven — on- 
ward and ever downward, till the poor, benigbted, 
and almost shipwrecked men strake sail, and let 
her drive in flat despair; 

The terapest boisterou?, and the compass lost,. 

Xo sail in sight nor any friendly coast, 

With vain regrets they sought a rocky strand, 

And S'ood deceived, a sold and stiicken band ; 

" They came for Christ and Freedom ;'' such the cry ; 

For Christ and Freedom, lo I the red men die! 

In vain cried Eliot, with apostle's zeal, 

*' Red men have souls and hearts, and think and feel j*^ 

In vain their Pastor, from the opposing shore, 

"Teach some,'' exclaimed, *' before you slaughter more.'* 

Too late! red carnage owned her gloomy birth, 

And kingdoms here were blotted from the earth.. 



A midsummer's day-dream. 35 

Unwept the hero Metacomet fell ; 

He loved his country and his race too well. 

New England, born in blood, and bred in gloom, 

Deserves, King of saints, her purchased doom ; 

But, Thou, in mercy, turn the avenging hand, 

Hear kneeling sorrow's cry, and spare a guilty land. 



Victrix causa Diis placuit, sed victa Catoni. 
Primi Lihelli Finis. 
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NOTE TO THIS THIRD EDITION. 



This Prose Poem was begun midsummer's day, July 
1 6th, 184*7, in the bar-room of a common tavern, in Wo- 
burn, Massachusetts. The author was that day in Boston, 
soliciting funds to build Trinity Church, in Pawtucket, 
Massachusetts. The denials were the rule, and liberality 
the exception. The Bishop had told me (after his liberal 
offer of $100,) that Mr. N. R. would give me $5 for this 
object. On asking N. R., and his refusal, I mentioned 
what the Bishop had said. He replied, in substance, "the 
Bishop has no divine right over our pockets! " ** No, sir, 
fior God either," said I ; ** though * the silver is mine, and 
the gold is mine, saith the Lord of hosts.^ I tell you 
Boston worships Mammon. I will get the money by 
writing a book, to prove that Boston never was converted 
to the Christian religion. This beautiful new Custom 
House near you, of which Boston is so proud, shall be, as 
it is. Mammon's Temple." 
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Wearied with denials, and worn with fast and heat, j 
fled that evening to Woburn to see a friend, who boarded 
at the only decent inn in the place. In the eveBing, tired 
of the negro songs in the parlor, I retired to the bar-room 
— the only retirement I could find — and asking for paper, 
wrote instantly, before ten o'clock, twelve pages of this 
Prose Poem, and never altered a word of it since. The 
remaining twenty-four were written in the Printing Office 
in Boston the next day, while the compositors were put- 
ting the twelve pages into type. I began with no inten- 
tion of making a Prose Poem — it seemed to fashion itself. 
It was published in August, 1847. I wrote two more, 
and higher Libells, and in September a /our/^, in the Mad- 
house. They were never printed, and were destroyed by 
fire when my Vine Cottage^ in Providence, Rhode Island, 
was burned, July 8th, 1864 — as it proved, while I was 
crossing Mt. Gothard, from Italy into Switzerland. They 
were better than this Libell, and the second was superior 
to all I ever did. I have always mourned its loss. If I 
ever had a moment of true poetic inspiration — if my eye 
was ever ** the poet's eye in a fine frenzy rolling" — it was 
in the August night when I composed, or rather breathed 
out by pen, the second Libell of the Vision of Shawmut. 
But it is gone — it can not be recalled. In a few days 
after, I was shamefully incarcerated. 

It is a melancholy pleasure «oio, to say that the Rev. 
William Croswell (of whom Bishop Doane said, ** He had 
more unwritten poetry in him than any man 1 ever knew,") 
knew that this thing was written in a midsummer's eve- 
ning and day, and that when I found him with it in his 
hand, after a week, and said, " What do you think of my 
Prose Poem ?" he replied, thoughtfully, ** I am studying 
it." He wrote for the second edition notes which I have 
in vain attempted to find for this edition. Peace to the 
memorv of my friend, a true poet, divine and scholar.^ 

Ente'-ed, by Jambs Richmond, {anagram) Admonish Cbims, aoco'rd* 
ing to Act of Congress, in the Office of the Olerk of the 
U. 8. Court, in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. ^ 
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